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For those who don\'t know, Sel runs the Tallific web site. | wrote this for her birthday but decided to post it 


here as well. 


Sel's Birthday 


"Tell me why l'm doing this again?" 

‘It's Sel's birthday." 

"So why don't | just send her some fucking flowers and fucking chocolate like a normal person?" 
The long-legged blonde in the back seat snorted. 


"Because a normal person didn't plan this. Hate to disappoint you Kwirk, but hearing Lars sing isn't anyone's idea 


of a thoughtful present." 


The guitarist's dark eyes twinkled with delight and he smiled smugly, proud of his latest brainstorm. "That's 
why he's naked under the coat. To distract her from his lack of musical ability." 


The other occupant of the back seat rolled his eyes and chuckled. "Great, he's gonna get arrested for flashing.” 
If the neighbors don't mistake the noise for a rabid dog and shoot him first." 
"We need pictures for the next issue of So What. Did you remember your camera?" 


James and Rob were now falling onto each other, roaring with laughter. The Dane glared over the seat at them 


and then back at Kirk. 
"See fucker? What did | tell you? This is NOT a good ideal I'm fucking calling the fucking florist” 
He reached for his cell phone but Kirk was faster, jerking it away before Lars could dial. 


"Just ignore them, dammit. This is for Sel and it'll make her happy, believe me. You know she likes you the 
best." 


"And it's cold! Its fucking January in fucking New Jersey! Dammit Kirk, start the car and take me home. I'm in 


no mood to be naked on someone's porch while those two videotape me." 


Dismayed by Lars' complaining, Kirk slumped down behind the wheel of the rental car, arms crossed and an 


adorable pout on his sensual lips. 


"I just wanted to make Sel happy. She works hard for all the others and she deserves a nice birthday gift. 


James would do it if he was her favorite." 


In twenty-two years Lars had never once been able to resist Kirk when he stuck out his lower lip, and 
unfortunately for him today was no different. He was doomed. He cast one last glance at his laughing 
bandmates in the back hoping they would come to his rescue after all, but they were busy making sure James 
had extra film in his coat pocket. Lars threw his arms in the air in defeat. 


"Can | at least leave my fucking shoes on? Its fucking cold out there." 


Kirk reached over and happily kissed his friend on the cheek as the reluctant drummer climbed out and headed 
up the sidewalk, gales of laughter at his predicament still emanating from the vehicle. 


Inside the house Lars was walking towards, the birthday girl was busy pouring herself a glass of Pepsi and 
laughing with her friends. She usually celebrated birthdays quietly by watching The Phantom of the Opera. But 
to her delight, this year a handful of other site members had surprised her by all showing up at the house so 


she wouldn't be alone. When the doorbell rang she wondered who would be stopping by this late as most of her 
friends were already there. She opened the door and stared in astonishment at the sight on her porch. 


"Hi Sel. Happy Birthday." 


Her mind not fully comprehending that her favorite drummer was shivering in her doorway, Sel blinked and 


stood silent a moment before finding her voice. 
"Lars? You came to wish me a Happy Birthday too?" 


The drummer sighed heavily and nodded. He started opening the coat to show he had nothing on underneath 


when her words registered in his always overloaded mind. 
"Too? Is someone else here?" 


The confused drummer looked up from undoing the jacket and blinked. There were now ten or twelve women 


gathered around the birthday girl, viewing him standing there almost naked. Kirk was SO dead. 


"We remembered it was your birthday and Kirk thought this would be a good present for you. | hope you like 
it" 


With thoughts of how he was going to torture his exotic boyfriend going through his head, he cleared his 
throat and began singing Happy Birthday. 


Although his voice couldn't be more off key, Sel was thrilled with the gift. She grabbed Lars and hugged him 


tightly, almost spilling her drink on him in her excitement. 
"That's the best gift I've ever gotten, Lars. Tell Kirk thank you!" 


Thankful that his ordeal was overwith, Lars hugged her back, kissed her on the cheek and headed quickly for 


the car, trying to ignore the catcalls and whistles following him. 


The birthday entertainment over, Sel went back inside to her wonderful friends, all of whom were happy to be 


there to celebrate with her. A naked, singing Lars at her door was just icing on her cake. 
Having finally made his way back down the long driveway, the drummer bounded in the car and quickly jerked 
his sweats back over his frozen legs. He glared yet again at Kirk, who was delighted that the gift had been 


pulled off and oblivious, as always, To Lars’ chagrin. 


"Did you know all those other chicks were in there? They were gonna give me morey if there had been 


someplace to stick the dollar bills. You owe me, Kirk. And don't think I'll forget." 


Kirk snickered to himself, knowing that Lars’ ideas for retaliation were always sexual in nature, and in no way 


got back at Kirk for whatever transgression Lars thought he was punishing him for. He glanced to the back 
seat. 


"You two get any pictures?" 

James held up the camera and smiled while Rob began howling in laughter again 
"They offered James money for copies of them." 

"Did you take it?" 


Kirk ignored the exasperated look on Lars' face and glanced at James, who laughingly held up several twenty 
dollar bills. 


With Lars still sputtering and swearing in Danish, they pulled out of the driveway and headed for the airport 
and back to the second most important thing they had to do to start off 2006 - record a new cd. 


